to want to keep their secret still. Sitting in a low
arm-chair by the fireside she began to read the pages
covered with that large, impetuous handwriting she
knew so well by now.
Unconsciously determined not to formulate an
opinion until she should find a passage she could praise
unreservedly, she turned the pages, disappointed in
spite of herself by the fierce yet inadequate criticism
~4^veIIed at the artificial surroundings which had been
hers. But this portrayal, in which she neither desired
nor was able to recognize herself, gave way to another
in which their common memories assailed her with
familiar faces. She saw him again, yes, it was certainly
Michel, waiting for her in the morning by the rustic
gateway of the flowery garden of their villa at Saint-
Guenole. She pushed open the french windows, went
out on to the steps, paused for a moment, and then,
for all the world as though the pages she was reading
had transported her back there in actual fact, there
came to her the very smell of the salty air, and the
musky, honeyed fragrance of the two beds of pinks
and petunias at the foot of the steps.
Together they went down the steep and stony lane
that led to the beach; together they scrambled up the
narrow gully to the top of the cliffs. Above the long
rollers pounding in from the open sea the sky was
still, transparent, stainless. There was not a cloud in
sight. Sometimes, far away, they could make out
a sail, or, in the vast emptiness above them, a sea-gull
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